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Little Wees are happy, 


They have a right to be; 
They know God is with them— 
That's why. Don’t you see? 


—Frances Young. 
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VoL XXII AUGUST, 1916 
SAID SMILE-UPS, “SMILE” 


TwoLe Winks 


Said Smile-Ups, ‘““What’s the matter that you cannot turn 
a smile? : 

I’ve waited patiently about for quite a little while. 

My business is to create smiles, with smiles to give away, 

And also, I’m to make you sing and feel glad night or day. 

You say the skies are very dark and rain is falling fast. 

My gracious me! do you suppose the rain will always last? 

Now, this is really quite a joke to hear you blame the 
weather, 

Do let the other people scold, for we must smile together. 

This morning as I came along I smiled behind my crown, 

You — have too, if you had seen the things all upside 

own. 

The folks all fix for Grouches; dear—those Grouches that 
are sad, 

They —_ along on canes of straw, and make out times are 

ad. 

“The war is on!’ they loudly shout, and wag their heads. 
Oh, my! 

I wonder if they can but see with only half an eye, 

*Tis time that they looked out with two and smiled and 
praised a bit, 

Now, never squeal until you know that you are fairly hit. 

*Twere really wise to smile on, then and let the others stare. 

I tell you there is work for me when smiles are growing rare. 

If things look bad, and you feel worse, and everything seems 
wrong, 

Then that is just the very time to smile a bit in song, 

For, I will surely come your way and help you smile a smile, 

That all your friends will love to glimpse—'T will reach for 
half a mile!” 


WEE WISDOM 


DELIA’S CLUB 
Part V 


ExizasetH E. PETTINGER 


JHE first meeting in August was rather stupid 
| after the berry-picking party in June and the 
lake picnic in July. There was nothing very 
much any of the members wanted to do except 
sit on Delia’s front porch and drink lemonade 
and fan themselves with their sun hats. 
“It’s poky, isn’t sighed May, sipping 
leisurely at her frosted glass. ““There’s not a 
bit of business or anything that’s like a club. Can’t any- 
body think of something to do!”” 

“T can,” returned Delia, ‘‘and mother says it’s not a 
bad idea if everyone will do her part of the work and be 
good natured when things go wrong. It’s to go camping.” 

“Go camping!”’ exclaimed half a dozen voices all at 
once. “Go camping! Where, how?” 

“Well, mother and I have it all planned out and if the 
club votes to go I'll tell you our plan,” replied May in a 
matter-of-fact tone which made the others sit up expectantly 
and listen. 

“Tell us first about it, then we'll know whether or 
not we want to vote for it,”’ suggested Delia. 

“Tt’s this way, then,” May resumed. “If we go 
mother and Gertrude will go with us to keep us in order, 
but we're to do the real work ourselves. We'll have our 
blankets and cooking things hauled up to the top of the hill 
_ by a wagon, and that will cost fifty cents. Then we'll each 
contribute our share of food and that’s all we'll need. 
We'll climb the hill, it’s almost a mountain you know, about 
four o'clock and get up there about five. That'll give plenty 
time to cook our supper over a camp-fire; we'll each wash 
our own plate, cup and spoon at the spring; then we'll 
gather a lot of brush, have a dandy big fire, and sit around 
and tell stories until it’s real dark. Then we'll each roll up 
in our own blankets and go to sleep right on the ground 
under a big maple tree that’s up there and—” 

“O let’s go, let’s go!’’ every one insisted before May 
could finish unfolding this delightful scheme. 


No need to take the vote, which however was done 
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for the sake of law and order, and the details as to the 
“eats” and the date were arranged for the following week. 
Gertrude Mitchell and May’s mother gave many helpful 
suggestions and assisted, but the small club members did 
the actual work as to engaging a wagon, packing the “grub,” 
and getting things in order generally. One week later it was 
a happy -crowd that, hot, tired and noisy, threw themselves 
exhausted beside the cool spring, underneath a huge maple 
on the very tip-top of “Gans Hill.” 
(To be continued.) 


THE TWO KNAPSACKS 
Vesta Sutton (Age 10) 


In a little cottage upon a hill there lived two brothers, 
twins. One was Evil, and he had a knapsack, into which 
he put evil thoughts. The other, whose name was Good, 
had a knapsack, into which he put good thoughts. 

In this little cottage there were two rooms. One room 
belonged to Good and the other to Evil. One morning 
Evil and Good started forth with their knapsacks, Good 
finding many beautiful thoughts to put into his knapsack, 
and Evil finding many evil thoughts to put into his knapsack. 
Upon returning home, Evil hit Good because he wouldn’t 
put evil thoughts into his knapsack, but Good did not strike 
him back, and so he dumped his good thoughts into his 
room, and as he did so another good thought bounded in 
because he was glad he had not struck his brother back. 

Now Good would not allow a one of Evil’s thoughts 
to get into his room; neither would Evil permit one of 
Good’s thoughts to creep into his room, and so they lived. 

As the brothers did their work in gathering good and 
evil thoughts, Good gave out his abundance of good thoughts 
to all who were seeking, and each good thought returned to 
him with increase, and by and by he became a rich man in 
Peace, Love, Health and Prosperity. Evil went his way, 
giving out evil thoughts, which of course returned to him, ~ 
and by and by he became a poor man. Now which of these 
brothers do you like best? 


“‘Whether great or whether small, 
Love the Good you see in all.” 
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LUCILE’S MESSAGE FROM THE ORIENT 
Illustrated by herself. 
Bl | EAR WEES—I am going to tell you about my 


} trip to. the Orient. It was a great surprise to 
me when I heard that I must be ready to leave 
Los Angeles in two weeks for a long trip. 
It was wonderful and out of the ordinary! 
I'll begin at Yokohama, where we landed. 
When we got off the ship we had to pass the 
“customs.” Then we hired a jinrikisha to 
take us to the hotel, which cost us twenty sen (ten cents, 
gold). We each climbed in a high cart, drawn by a man, 
called a jinrikisha. We rode along for a ways, and then 
turned into a street which was so _ 
narrow that I thought it an alley, 2;"* 
but seeing that all the other 
streets were that way I did not 
worry. In a few minutes we 
were at the hotel. We gave 
each boy twenty sen, but they 
shook their heads and said, 
“Fifty sen.” As we couldn’t get away without an argu- 
ment, we paid them. Later, we learned that we shouldn’t 
have said anything until we got out, and then just drop the 
fare into their hands and walk away, as if we “‘owned the 
world.”” We spent the rest of the day shopping and found 
that we must work for a fair price or be ‘ 
We chose the former method. 

The next day we went to Tokyo, a very 
pretty city, where we were entertained by some 
prominent Japanese gentlemen, whom we had met 
on the ship. We had a real Japanese luncheon; 
every course consisted of fish except the first, 
which was tea, and the last rice. We had 
boiled, fried, baked, roasted, and even raw fish. 
At three p. m. we went to a tea party given by 
Asano san (Mr. Asano), the president of the 

steamship company, and afterward he took us to the Imperial 

theater. From there we made our way to Kyoto, the an- 

cient capitol, remained there a day and thence to Kobe, 
where we met the ship, Shinyo Maru, again. 
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Leaving there, we passed through the most beautiful 
inland sea to Nagasaki, where we saw the interesting sight 
of loading coal by the natives. The ship is hardly anchored 
before the small, flat boats are beside her, full of coal and 
women and children, from eight years of age up. They 
quickly make a rope ladder and each person places himself on 
a step. There are two or three at the bottom to put the coal 
in the baskets, then they hand them up one at a time to the 
next one above, and so on till the person at the top throws the 
coal in the hole and drops the basket. The work is rapidly 
accomplished and they fill a large steamer over night, for a 
twelve days’ trip. 

We left Nagaski in the morning of a cold, cloudy day 
and when we got out to open sea we found ourselves on 
the edge of a typhoon. Nearly everyone was seasick, or in 
some way confined to their cabins, so it was very hard for 
me to find anyone who was willing to talk or do anything 
else. We were in lovely weather in two days and in two 
more we found ourselves in the harbor of Manila. The 
days are very warm, but you don’t feel it as much as might 
be expected. The evenings are lovely and cool, so, of 
course, people make a great deal of the night life, mostly 
army and navy people. Very seldom do you see a person 
walking, unless he is unable to pay for-a ride in a calaiso, 
a one-seated affair drawn by one horse. We visited the 
prison one day at four p. m. and saw the furniture made by 
the prisoners. At four-thirty we went up to a lookout in 
the center of the yard which was divided into ten or twelve 
parts, a group of prisoners in each part, and watched them 

ir daily exercises. The groups were invisible to each 
other, but they kept as good time with the music as if they 
had been together. It was wonderful! 

Embroidered linen, pins, cloth and straw hats are the 
main products, besides tobacco. Everyone smokes in 
Manila. Some of.the Philippino women smoke the strongest 
of cigars. 

It took us two days to cross the sea to Hongkong, but 
the morning we got there we ran into a fog which did not 
evaporate until the morning we left—eight days later. To 
think all this time the sun was shining brightly less than one 
hundred miles southeast of us! The city of Victoria is 
built on the island of Hongkong, which rises abruptly to a 
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height of about 1500 feet. Beautiful mansions and public 
buildings are seen among the thick-foliaged trees, and shrubs 
on terraces to the very tops of the mountains. You can see 
almost every nation- 
ality under the sun 
on this island. Even 
the policemen are 
Hindu. People ride 
in jinrickishas, sedan 
chairs and tram cars, 
if they go to the des- 
tination desired. 
We boarded a steamer up the Pearl River to Canton, 
where we had a real Chinese dinner in a “flower boat,” 
and a theater party afterward. The dinner consisted of tea, 
birds’ nest soup, chicken with mushrooms and greens, shark’s 
fins, fried white fish, snow pears, ham noodles with cakes 
and spring rolls, pomelo, mandarins and chinese oranges 
(native fruits). Canton is the dirtiest place 
in the universe, I am sure. The missionaries 
do not seem to be doing much there, although 
their work is excellent in all other parts of 
China. The streets are not more than six 
feet wide and some are as narrow as two 
feet. They all have a roof which leaves the 
_ street so dark that it is impossible to examine 
anything. Garbage and sewage lie on the 
streets and when it is rainy, muddy puddles 
are seen between the stone bricks. If you eX 
are afraid of rats, don’t come to Canton. You can rightly 
call this place “‘the city of a million smells.” You pass a 
fish market, that’s one; a fruit stand, that’s another; turn a 
corner to another, and they are all terribly dirty. A sedan 
chair is the only thing that can be secured for riding pur- 
poses. There is a floating population of about one-half 
million at this point of the river. These people mostly are 
born, live, marry and die on the water. I forgot to say that’ 
you could see women as well as men carrying heavy loads 
* _ end of a bamboo stick on their shoulders, any time 
of day. 
Back in Hongkong, we boarded the Shinyo Maru, for 
Shanghai, where we left her and made our way through 
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the interior and northern part of China. All the interior 
cities were like Canton, only not quite so bad. Pekin and 
Tuntsin are getting to look more like foreign cities, as for- 
eigners (including missionaries) are settling there. 

Seoul, the capital of Korea, gives a good idea of 
Korean life. The native houses are 
almost entirely thatched the 
streets are rather narrow and dirty 
(except the three main ones, which 
run in a triangle). The people drink 
alcoholics a great deal. The men 
wear full bloomers and a little coat 
to their knees, and the women have 
full gathered skirts over their bloom- 
ers and a very short coatee, while 

vpeare their headdress is a white cloth drawn 

tightly around their faces, a great 

deal the fashion of the nuns. Their clothing is entirely 

white, except for the married man’s hat, a mark of great 
distinction and honor. 

Returning to Japan, beautiful in her spring robes, we 
remained at Miyajima for a couple of days. This is one 
of the three beautiful sights 
of Japan, and it certainly 
has won its distinction. It 
is an island about one- 
fourth of a mile from the 
northern shore of the In- 
land sea. There is a 
shrine on this island, sacred 
to the Shinto religion (an- 
cestral) and a great, huge 
torii, the base of which is 
covered with water at high tide, is the gateway to the temple. 
The island is covered with sacred animals, crows, deer that 
eat out of your hand, and a white horse that cannot be 
touched, and is fed all the time. For a long time the island 
was kept holy by not allowing births or deaths to occur on 
it, but gradually it is becoming more civilized and foreignized. 

Nara is another holy city. There is where the won- 
derfui, large Buddha is. There is a park in that city with 
five hundred or more deer running loose. Stone lanters and 
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toriis are abundantly scattered around the Shinto temple. 
The pd blossoms were beautiful, but the rain has 
spoiled them, and now the 
wistaria is coming out of bud, 
and giving a new annual 

beauty to Mother Earth. 

I have so many things 
that I should like to tell you, 
but time: and paper forbids, 
so I will say (like the little 
Jappies) “‘seiyonara” (good- 
bye). With lots of wishes 
for good promotions and good 

new terms for the school kiddies, and for the others—well 
you know—about the same, only not school, I am as ever, 


Your Wee Wisdom sister, Lucite MEADE. 

I am sending a few scribbles if you should care to 
print them, of the native ways and fashions. Also a 
little rhyme, which might sound better with oriental music. 


It is all true, as it happened to us. 


THE ROCKY ROAD TO NANKOW 


On the way to the great Wall of China, 
We rode behind a locomotive, 


But coming back, we rode on a sack, 


On the back—of a donkey. 


Chorus: 


On the rocky, rocky road to Nankow. 

They filled the road just like they fill a creek-bed. 
My father he said, “I hope I am dead, 

Before I ride again on the rocky road to Nankow.” 


Oh! there were spots that I do not deny 

ere very, very nice. 

But every few feet the rocks were piled deep, 
On the rocky, rocky road to Nankow. 


Note—Nankow is the town where the hotel is. 
From there the excursions to the “Ming Tombs” and ’’Great 
Wall” are taken, each taking a little over one-half day, un- 
less you come back from the “Great Wall” by the old 
Kalgon road, taking one day. 
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DOROTHY AND THE STILL, SMALL VOICE 
Dorotny Younc (Age 9) 


One day Dorothy had a toothache, and she cried and 
cried, but the more she cried, the more it ached. 

A voice spoke to Dorothy, and said, “Do not cry. 
Think that the Spirit within will heal you.” She did not 
think it would work, but she would do anything to have her 
tooth stop aching. She had tried peppermint, but it only 
made it ache all the more, so she sat down and folded her 
hands in her lap, and said, “‘Oh, please heal me. You can, 
I know, for I have perfect faith, and you have great power.” 

You see, she was talking to the Spirit within, and im- 
mediately the ache was gone. How happy she was! 

_ She wanted to tell that little Voice how happy it had 
made her, but she was too glad to talk. She went to bed 
that night as happy as a little lark. 


BEN’S WATCH 
Anna Morezanp (Age 10) 


Ben lived on a farm with his grandmother and grand- 
father. He was a very nice little fellow but he had never 
been taught what was right and what was wrong. His 
conscience however, told him as it does all of us. 

One day Ben’s grandmother sent him after some eggs 
because they did not have enough. He whistled merrily 
along and took his time, for it was just a little ways. When 
he had taken the eggs and was on the way home he fell and 
broke three eggs very badly. There was nothing to do but 
go on home. He gave his grandmother the eggs and ran 
out to play. He thought if he acted as if nothing had hap- 
pened his grandmother would never suspect him. 

Foolish child! His grandmother would never have 
punished him if he had come and told her all about it. As 
it was however, she counted the eggs and found that there 
were only twenty-one eggs. She of course called Ben and 
asked him about. He answered that he did not know any- 
thing about it. 

His grandmother then put on her coat and hat and 
went to her neighbor’s. Not because she wanted the eggs, 
but because she was a little bit worried about Ben telling 
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lies. She suspected him and wanted to find out. She came 
back with a worried look on her face. After supper she 
took Ben to her room. She talked with him a long time and 
then he finally confessed. 

‘Look here, Ben,” said his grandmother, when they 
had finished speaking, ‘I am going to give you this gold 
watch.” Ben looked up in surprise. ‘‘Because,”’ she went 
on, “I am anxious that you will get over telling things. This 
was my fathers and I am giving it to you so that it may cure 
you as it did him. When you take it out it will remind you 
of your fault.” 

Ben was not as happy as he would have been if the 
watch hadn’t been given to him to remind him of a thing. 
He would have been, oh! so happy, if it had. been given to 
him for a good deed instead of a bad one. 

So he wore it day after day and when he took it out 
people would ask where he got it and he had to tell them. 
When he learned how very bad it was to tell a lie he vowed 
that he would never again tell a lie. 

When he grew to be a man, he remembered, and told 


his children about it, teaching them to be good, honest, 
truthful and obedient as we all should be. 


LUCILE’S PENNIES 


ANNA MoreELanp 


=] UCILE’S home was in the country, where she 
} lived with her father and mother in a little 
cottage on a farm. There were horses, pigs, 
cows, chickens, goats, and every other animal 
you could possibly think of. 

Now Lucile had a few chickens all to 
herself which she kept in a little coop next to 
the big one. These chickens Lucile would not 

let anyone touch because she considered them all her own. 
One day Lucile heard a woman talking to her mother 
about eggs. She said they were so scarce she had but 
a very few that winter. When Lucile heard her mother 
answer that she had very few eggs herself and that she would 
not be able to supply her, she ran around the house crying, 
“I can, mother, I can. My chickens lay eggs. They do, 


so.” “Of course they do,” laughed her mother, “I never 
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thought about that. ““Then turning to the lady she said, 
*‘My daughter can supply you with eggs.” The lady was 
very thankful and told Lucile she would pay her a penny 
an egg, and then turned to go. Lucile was very happy and 
next day she went to the lady’s house with twenty-four eggs 
and returned with twenty-five cents. ‘““The lady gave me 
one cent more for a start,”’ she explained. 

After that she went to the lady’s house every day and 
one day she came home and counted her money. She had 
just two dollars and ten cents. She then told her mother 
she was going to the store to buy something. Her mother 
consented and Lucile skipped merrily along to the store. 
She thought of all the things it would buy, and felt that she 
was the richest girl in the world. 

She first went to the druggist and just as she was going 
in she saw a poor little girl and boy. She ran over to them 
and asked them where they lived, and where their parents 
were. They answered that “they didn’t live nowhar and 
they neva had no folks.’’ Lucile took them by the hands 
and took them to the shoe-shop. She bought them each a 
pair of stockings and a pair of shoes. Then she led them to 
an apartment store and bought the little girl two neat little 
dresses and two petticoats. Then she found she had no 
money for the little boy. She was very sorry till suddenly 
she thought of something. She put the little couple in a 
certain spot and told them to stay there. Then she ran 
home. She found just thirty eggs. ‘These will have to 
do,” she said to herself. Then she carried them to her 
customer. To Lucile’s surprise the lady said she thought 
that Lucile deserved to have a dollar for bringing her eggs 
so faithfully, so Lucile went home with a dollar. When 
she got home she raced to the store. 

She took the little boy and bought him a suit of clothes. 
She also bought him and the little girl hats, too. Then 
she took them to her house. “Neighbor Thomas wants a 
little couple and I am perfectly sure that they will just suit 
them.”” Lucile was right; they did just suit the Thomases. 

_ When she had found a home for them she hurried 
home to tell her mother. ‘My noble little girl,’’ said her 
mother, when Lucile had finished. And Lucile was happy. 


WEE WISDOM 
HESTER’S STORY 


A long time ago there lived in a large woods, a man 
and his wife. They both longed for a little girl, and one 
day the man said, “‘Let us ask God for a little girl.”” So 
they both prayed for a little girl. 

A long time afterward, a little girl came to them. 
God had answered their prayers. Her hair was a deep, rich 
_ brown, and hung in curls to her shoulders. ‘When she was 
five years old she would wander far from her home in the 
forest. There were many wild beasts in this forest, but they 
would never harm Curly-locks; she could go up to them 
and pet them. 

One day her father came upon her suddenly, while she 
was standing, petting a large, black bear. The bear seemed 
to like it, but Curly-lock’s father raised his gun to his 
shoulder to kill the bear, thinking it meant to harm his little 
daughter, but Curly-locks cried out, “Don’t kill the bear, 
papa—don’ t you see it likes me?” 

““Why little girlie, don’t you know bears are danger- 
ous?” 

“But papa, they are not dangerous to folks that know.” 

“Know what, little one?” 

““Why, that God is everywhere, and that He is Love,” 

*‘What do you mean?” exclaimed her father. 


“‘Don’t you understand, papa?” 
““No, dear.” 
He. know you asked God for me, don’t you?” 


Wel it’s like this, God is in this bear, and he’s in 
me, and God won't hurt God; so you see the bear can’t 
hurt me.” 

“Oh baby, you dear child! I understand now what 
you mean. You mean the Christ Love protects you.” 

So Curly-locks was very happy to know that her father 


understood. 
HesTeR MEEK, a Kansas City Wisdom. 
(Age 10 years.) 


““No one can hide God’s Truth; 
It shines through darkest night; 
And if we trust the Christ within, 

He’H lead us to the Light.” 
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Joan's daddy is an artist, and this is his sketch of her. Joan's 
little Aunt Happy is one of our Wisdoms, and this is what she thinks 
of Joan: 


My little niece’s name is Joan, and she-is just like a 
beautiful little flower, always taking in and giving out sun- 
shine. She radiates life and happiness, and brings joy and 
peace with her wherever she goes. 

Joan is just two years old, which I think is the cunning- 
est age of all, and she says such funny little things in her 
own funny little way, that you can’t help loving her when 
you see her. 

Although she is but two years old, Joan has a look 
of understanding the Truth, and when she looks at you with 
those big blue eyes, you feel that she knows just as much as 
you do or more. Happy Seymour. 
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DOROTHY’S PICNIC 


Beatrice SPRING 


ILLY came running in to her mother one day 
after school, and said, “Mamma, will you say 
yes? Please, please do!” 

“Say yes to what, dear?’ asked her 
mother. 

“Oh, mamma! say that I can go to 
Dorothy’s picnic. It is going to be on Saturday 
afternoon in the foot-hills,”’ said Lilly. 

‘Dear, I think you had better wait until Friday, and 

then we can tell better,”” answered Mrs. Lewis. 

Lilly waited, but she had set her | heart so on going that 
she didn’t think of being disappointed. ; 
“Can I go, mamma?” asked Lilly on Friday morning. 

“TI am very sorry to disappoint you, dear, but I must 

do some cleaning as we will have company Sunday, and you 

must help me. 

“Well, can’t you do it alone, mamma?” 

“No. I want you to stay at home to help me and 
also because it is dangerous in the hills,” answered Mrs. 


That night Lilly asked her father, but he said it would 
not be safe. Saturday morning was bright and sunny. 
Lilly cried because she could not.go along. She helped her 
mother all day, but she went about pouting and cross. In 
the evening her father said, “Lilly, you have not been sunny 
and happy like the day.” 

_ The next morning at Sunday School two of the girls 
were absent. Lilly asked Dorothy whether she had a nice 
time the day before. 

“We had a good time in the morning, but after our 
dinner Ruth went in a creek wading, and fell in the water, 
and Georgia was bitten by a snake.” 

“Then that is why I could not go,” said Lilly. 

When she reached home she told her mother and 
father about it and ended by saying, ‘Mamma, I shall never 
be cross again when you say I cannot do something that I 
want to do. It would only do me harm, and you always 


know what is best.” 
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THE LITTLE FLATIRONS 
Eva M. Cooper 


==1IH, MAMMA!”’ exclaimed Marjory, coming 
into the kitchen where her mother was ironing, 
I wish I could iron. If I only had a little flat- 

iron like yours.” 
“Why Marjory, you have a little flatiron. 
Didn’t Santa Claus bring you one last winter >” 
“I know, mamma, but I don’t want one 
I have to put on the stove. I mean an electric 

one like yours.” 

Mamma was silent a moment, then she said: “I know 
of four little irons a little girl can use, bright shining ones 
that will iron the wrinkles out of everything just as mamma 
irons them out of the clothes. These irons are just as real 
as mamma’s, only instead of electricity they are warmed by 
the sunshine from a little girl’s heart. Every time she 
smiles or does something to help some one she is using her 
little flatirons; and she can smooth out so many troubles 
with them too. The nicest thing about these flatirons is, 
they will grow larger as my little girl grows larger, so that 
they will always smooth out all the wrinkles, no matter how 
many there may be and the more they are. used, the easier 
it will be to use them. 

“*Listen, dear, while mamma tells you the names of 
these little irons. They are love, patience, gentleness and 
kindness. You name them too, Marjory.” 

“Oh, mamma! how nice. Does every little girl have 
little flatirons that grow with her?” asked Marjory. 

““Yes, every little girl has them when she grows up if 
she wants to keep them; and she will have to keep them if 
she wants to be happy and make others happy.” 

“I do want to keep them, mamma. Please tell me 
their names again so I shall not forget.” 

“Love, patience, gentleness and kindness.” 

“I’m so glad I can have so many, and I shall iron with 


them right away.” 


“Smiles from the depths of the heart arise, 
And twinkle in children’s shining eyes.” 


WEE WISDOM 


REGAINING HER KINGDOM 


Marion H. Irons 
Part Ill 


*M NOT so sure about that; I’m afraid of these 
lawyer men like him,” objected Mrs. Halkett. 
“‘He and his wife have always taken all they 
could get every time. Look at the things she 
lugged away when your father—”’ 

“Don’t talk about it, please,’’ begged 
Mildred, who never thought of the past if she 
could help it, for many unpleasant things had 

happened that she wished to forget. 

“All right, I won't, dearie; only with me not here to 
look after your rights—” she canned her head hastily at 
Mildred’s look of dismay—*‘yes, dearie, I will have to go 
after what has happened today, for Mr. Watson would 
never put a foot in the house if they came here to stay, and 
they mean to do it: but we will rent the little cottage right 
back of here, and I'll be in every day to look after you my- 
self, and before I go I'll pack up the best of all your things 
and either take them to my home or lock them up in your 
part of the house, and keep the keys too, if you want. It’s a 
good thing this is almost a double house, for you can easily 
keep the Keiths in the other side of the house, and you and 
the children keep this side, as the only way to it is through 
your room here, if you keep the other outside door locked. 
And I'll see to that part of it too for you, dearie. I'll bring 
down the old furniture and rugs, and make their side of the 
house look all settled before they get here bag and baggage. 
I'll buy some of your old things too; they are better than 
many people’s best now, and Mr. Wate is willing I should 
do it, and you can buy them back some other time, and will 
_ know they are safe now at any rate.’ Kind-hearted Mrs. 

Halkett paused for breath and wiped her eyes as Mildred 
smiled up at her gratefully, glad that her mother’s precious 
things would be put out of the reach of the people who were 
coming to take possession of as much of her house as they 
well could. 

True to her word, Mrs. Halkett, with Mr. Watson’s 
help, carefully packed and stored away all of Mildred’s 
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finest furniture and household belongings, also buying some 
herself—just what, Mildred did not know or care—replac- 
ing the old things Mildred’s mother had stored away when 
she had refurnished the house at the time of her marriage. 

““My, but it does bring back the days when your 
mother was young to see this old furniture setting in the same 
old places, and it’s a pretty fine place the Keiths will find 
themselves in, I’m thinking, after the little two by four they 
lived in, and the cheap stuff they called furniture,”” and Mrs. 
Halkett looked about the rooms approvingly. “I’m sure 
they could not rent such a place all furnished for a good 
sum each month, so don’t you ever get to thinking that you 
afe not doing a share towards household expenses and being 
blue over it. Remember now, dearie, won't you? I’m 
fixing up three rooms for you in the other part of the double 
house, and your room is the one connecting with this part, 
and when the double doors are opened it will give you a 
chance to be with the Keiths when you wish, and by clos- 
ing them you are shut off from them. I suppose you will 
have to eat with them, but apart from that you three ought 
to be quite independent, and so far as that is concerned you 
could cook in that small room off from Pal’s if you ever 
wished to—and I’m thinking you will,”’ she muttered under 
her breath. “‘For the present you had better let me carry 
the keys, until they get used to the idea that there are rooms 
in the house in your part that are locked, tho’ as far as that 
is concerned they need never know that, for they cannot get 
upstairs without going through your room, unless you give 
them the key to your own outside door, and I wouldn’t do 
that, dearie.”’ 

“Why can’t you keep all the keys to the upstairs rooms 
and garret? My head whirls when I even think of their 
coming, and I couldn’t say ‘no’ to Mr. Keith now, no matter 
what he wanted. Please keep them, Mrs. Halkett, do!” 
and Mildred looked at her pleadingly. ‘Those rooms are 
yours for as long as you want to store your things in, too. | 
heard you say you had more than you wanted in the cottage, 
didn’t I>” 

““Yes, indeed, dearie, and I will tell the Keiths myself 
that that part of the house is under my control, so there will 

no unpleasantness for you concerning them. That’s all 
settled and your heart can be at rest, for with their part so 
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spick and span, and your three rooms fixed up, you are as 
cosy as one could well wish,”’ and Mrs. Halkett kissed her 
softly, then left the room quickly to hide her tears. 

The Keith family were much pleased with their new 
home, which was far superior to that they had lived in for 
years, both regarding size, furniture and location, and 
Mildred’s friends were the very people they had been vainly 
trying to attract to themselves and failed to do so, because 
there was but little actual friendship in their hearts—merely 
a pushing desire to “get in with the best people,” as they 
expressed it. Some of her friends Mrs. Keith’s daughter 
promptly dubbed “‘old frumps,”” because they dressed plainly, 
and could not understand why, if they had money, they pre- 
ferred to use it to help others instead of following the latest 
fashions. As a family they were very loyal to each other, 
and always made a feast for their birthdays, which strangely 
enough, all came on the same day. They also had a habit 
of levying treats and presents from all their friends, as though 
it was their right, and were much offended if anyone denied 
them, which fact had lost them many friends, and no one 


had been sorry when they left their old neighborhood. 
(To be continued.) 


This is a picture 
of Roberta, which was 
promised the Boosters 
some time ago. Ro- 
berta is a member of 
the Unity Sunday 
School and is a real 
Truth girl. She has 
written a number of af- 
firmations for us, but 
they will have to wait 
till next month. 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Seep Oh radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


O THIS is the Birthday party! Well, well, 
what an array of happy faces! No one seems 
the least bit wilted by the hot weather. I guess 
that we Boosters have learned how to not mind 

the hot weather at all. I spent a couple of 

Bi weeks at the seashore last month with grand- 

mother, and we had the best time playing in the 
sand. On the fourth of July, Adrian Lind- 
barger, a sweet little Booster from Plainfield, came down. 

We spent the whole afternoon romping in the water and 

playing tag with the waves. Did you ever play tag with the 

waves? ‘They are mighty interesting playfellows as they 
tumble over the shore and bring up pretty shells and sea- 
weeds. 

Adrian and I tied a toy balloon to a 

stick and put it on the waves and the wind 

carried it right over the top of the water 

where the waves could not stop it, no matter 

how hard they tried. I wonder how far | 

the balloon traveled and what its adventures 

were. Wouldn’t some of you Boosters like 

to write a little “‘make believe’’ account of 

the trip of the balloon? What do you sup- 

pose happened to it? Just try to imagine. 

Think how it frollicked across the great 

ocean. Think of the boats, the big fish, 

the shore thousands of miles away and the 

many things which the little balloon could have met. 

Here is Adrian’s picture in a little “‘folk costume” in 
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which she dances. Maybe she will write us a letter next 
month. I certainly hope so. RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—The club is having a vacation, so we hgven’ 
had our lessons for a little while, but I will surely tell you about them 
when we start again, for we think they're about the biggest part of 
the whole thing, except the healing part of course. "Today when I was 
driving the cows out to pasture, another boy was driving his cows out 
at the same time, and he told me that he had been sick all morning. 
I didn’t say anything to him about it, but I began to speak the Words 
of Truth for him to myself, and after we had gone a little farther he 
said, “I feel just as good as I ever did, and it seems funny how 
quick I changed.” But I didn’t tell him what I'd been doing. I am 
going to do that tonight when I go after the cows, for mother says | 
must not forget that I am to be a witness for the Truth, so I will tell 
him all about you Unity people and the club too. 

Virginia had a birthday this week, and now she is fifteen years 
old. Mother gave her a pair of white slippers and stockings, and 
blue cloth for a new dress. I gave her two little brushes she wanted, 
to paint with, and Mr. Irons gave her twenty cents, so she thought she 
had a pretty fat birthday. 

Many times when I go after the cows, I see great train loads of 
soldiers and guns and wagons, and things—sometimes there are as 
many as twenty-seven and thirty-five cars, and from three to five 
engines to each train. The soldiers seemed to feel awfully jolly, and 
two of my brothers here want to go and be soldiers too, but I think 
it is awful to fight and kill each other, instead of settling things the 
Jesus way, like mother teaches us to do in the Booster Club. | 
wouldn't be a soldier for anything. Our town celebrated the* Fourth 
of July and everything went off splendidly all day long, because it was 
a “Sane Fourth.” Good-bye, I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell. 


Hurrah for Ernest! He surely applies his Truth as 
he goes along, and that is the only way to keep in practice, 
and prove its benefits. 

Buffalo, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I have noticed that you sometimes put 
pictures drawn by Wees in WEE Wispom, so I am sending you one. 
I am having a fine time here in Buffalo. I am provided with nearly 
a dollar's worth of fireworks, so I expect there will be a big noise 
around here tomorrow. I have taken you for six or seven years, and 
certainly do love you. I am going to try and start a Booster Club here. 

Lovingly, Frances Young. 
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Frances’ little sketch and verse are very clever, and 
WEE Wispom is much pleased with this birthday present. 
You'll find them on another page. 

Greenwich, Conn. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I read WEE Wispom every month and enjoy 
it very much. I want to join the Booster Club and speak good words. 
Please send me two pins, one for me and one for my friend, Black- 
wood Grant, six years old. I am a boy, eight years old in August. I 
want to have a Booster Club to meet out under our trees. My mother 
writes this for me, but I am going to write to you myself the next time. 
I am going to summer school and have started a new basket. Love 
to the Boosters. Forbes Digly Mason. 


Welcome to the birthday party, Forbes! You will 
soon get acquainted with all the other guests, and we'll have 
a merry time together, for we're a happy little band—and 
not so little either. 

Kineo, Maine 
Dear Royal—t have been a Booster a long time, but have never 
written you. I am a girl ten years young, and like the Booster pin 
very much. When I feel like seeing, hearing or speaking evil, I hold 
to my pin until the desire is gone. I think WEE Wispom is fine. | 

like the Booster letters best. Yours in Truth, Celesie Turner. 


Good for Celeste! She is making right use of her 

Booster pin, and is a true Booster. Write us again, Celeste. 
Rogers, Ark. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI like Wee Wispom, but am sorry “Re- 

gaining Her Kingdom” was never finished, I have a Booster pin and 

hope some time to be a real Booster. With love to all the Wees, I am 
William E. Hoag. 


We assure William that ‘ ‘Regaining Her Kingdom” 
is only awaiting a chance to get in. WEE Wispom needs 
more room, then there’ll be stories a-plenty. 

Omaha, Neb. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We are reading WEE WispoM every month 
(every word of it) and enjoy it so much. May I number with the 
Boosters? When little sister, Flora May, is as old as I, she will want 
to be a Booster too, and wear a pin as I do. I am nearly three 
years old. I am going to tell little sister about Ted in Seattle. | 
have ‘a cousin Billie, in Seattle, but I do not know if he knows Ted. 

Inclosed find fifteen cents for Booster pin. Very truly, 
Ben Rimerman. 
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Indeed, Ben shall be one of us, and Flora May, too, 


when she is ready. We're awfully glad to have you at our 
birthday party, and we hope Billie and Ted will find each 
other in Seattle. 

Dear WEE Wispom—My little sister, Ellen La Rue, five years 
old, and I, like Wee Wisdom very much. We can't read very well 
so we get mamma to read it to us. We know quite a few pieces 
without looking on the paper. I want you to send us a few extra 
copies of Wee WispoM, so we can give them to our little friends, 
if you please. We want to have a Booster Club. Inclosed find fifty 
cents for three pins. My little brother, two and one-half years old, 
will soon want one too, so I had better send for it now, with ours. 
I am seven years old and mamma is helping me with the spelling. 
Best wishes to all the Beosters, and love to the WEE Wispom family. 
Your little friend, Helen Louise Shannon. 


My! What a beginning for a successful Booster 
Club! Three little Shannons all in a bunch, wearing the pins 
and learning to see and hear and speak only that which is 
true and good. 

Los Angeles, Cal. 


Dear Wee Wispom—lIn the May number you said that all the 
Wees should go out into the woods every chance they had, and then 
tell the others what they have seen. One day in June, thirteen of us 
had a picnic in a park of live-oaks. The monkey flowers were in 
bloom, and the Indian-pink. They grow in the shade, under trees. 
June 10, five of us went to a canyon where there is usually a large 
stream of water, but at this time it was dried up. Here we found 
two bay-trees and some California holly. The holly is beautiful 
along about November. We found more yellow monkey flowers and 
Indian-pinks in this canyon, and some tiger-lilies and more beautiful 
wild flowers. On our way home we saw a lot of beautiful Yuccas 
in bloom, and also scarlet larkspur, maraposa lilies and pomgranite, 
which is in bloom in the ‘yards now and is forming fruit. It is good 
to get out once in a while where you get in touch with nature, and re- 
ceive new ideas. From a Wisdom, Minnie Benedict. 


Just imagine we are all taking this wonderful outing 
with Minnie, and seeing all these beautiful flowers. 
Elko, Nevada. 
Dear Royal—We have been reading in WEE Wispom about the 
jolly times the Wees have in their clubs, and we have decided that 
we can have good times too. We have organized and called our 
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society, “The Children’s Co-operation Society.” Written by the 
Secretary, by order of the President. 


We're glad to have the Elko Club with us today, and 
give them a hearty welcome, but you will notice the Secre- 
tary has forgotten to tell us his name, and we'd kind o’ like 
to know it. 

Cushing, Neb. 

Wy dear Wee Wisdom Friends—I suppose you think I had 
forgotten you, but I could never do that. Just think, I have made two 
prominent moves since I wrote you first, in January, 1915. We moved 
to Central City, Nebraska, and then in March, 1916, we moved to 
Cushing, Nebraska. We are now on a farm just two miles north of 
Cushing. We have three hundred and sixty acres of land here, and 
six hundred and forty at Erina, (where I used to write from) so you 
see we own exactly one thousand acres of land now. Just think, | 
have lived in God’s beautiful country all but a little over two years 
of my life. I wish all the Boosters could come and see me. | 
thought I would write when we moved to Central City, but have been 
too busy. I could not stay away from the Birthday Party, though. 
Where are all the Jolly Writers these days? I haven't heard them 
speak up in a meeting for a long while. Ruth Frahm and Laura 
Butters, I thought you were among the most active “Writers.” Why 
don’t you come to the meetings any more? I want every Booster in 
Nebraska to write to me. I want to get acquainted with you. | 
haven't seen a letter from Nebraska in Wee Wispom for a long 
time. Do, some of you Nebraska Wees, get busy at letter-writing. 
I’m sure there must be more Boosters in this State of ours. I am now 
fifteen years young and have taken WeEE Wispom for five years. 
Don’t be surprised if you find me telling a story at some of our 
meetings. Now, I want to hear from the Jolly Writers, and all the 
Nebraska Boosters. Well, bye-bye, with lots of love, 

Carrie Wilson. 


We are glad to hear from you again, Carrie, and we 
assure you we would like to have our next meeting at your 
country home. Of course all the Nebraska Boosters will 
write to you. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—Surely it has been a long time since you heard 
from the St. Louis Boosters. Now, don't think because we have 
been-so quiet that we have not been working. The truth is, in the 
last two months we have worked more diligently and have accomplished 
more than ever before. I am quite sure you will be interested in 
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hearing of some of the things we have been doing and when you 
have heard you will see for yourselves that we have been mighty 
busy with no time whatever to chatter. How I wish I could tell you 
all that we have done, but really, space will not permit it. Several 
months ago we siarted to build a beautiful new church. You all 
know how many things are needed for a new building. Everyone 
seemed to be helping and it wasn’t long before the Boosters caught the 
spirit. All seemed in favor of raising a little fund to help along and 
at one of the meetings we decided upon several ways of getting this 
fund together. Our president, Mr. Scholl, suggested that we make an 
effort to raise one hundred dollars. - At first thought this amount seemed 
too big for such small workers, but when we realized that God was 
our helper and that with him all things are possible, that little doubt 
soon left every mind never to return again. As I have already said 
we decided upon several ways of getting up our fund, but the best 
of all was a bazaar which was held in the Sunday School the last 
Saturday in June. Every one joined hands and it was a wonderful 
success. And what do you think? We reached our hundred dollars 
plus one-half of a hundred. With this money we are going to buy 
one of the windows for the new church. Won't the Boosters be 
proud when they pass this window each Sunday morning to know that 
this is the result of their loving thoughts and busy hands. With love 
to all. TrutH Seekers Booster Cuus, Elsie Witte, Sec. 


What a splendid letter from the St. Louis Club! 
They are loyal workers, as you can see, and we know that 
they will continue to be very successful in all that they under- 
take. True Boosters are always successful. 

Berkeley, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I would like to become a Booster. I am 
not able to form a home club just now, but I am going to try soon. 
Meantime I would like to belong to the Central Club. I am inclosing 
fifteen cents for a pin. We have a beautiful place here. A big yard 
and fully a thousand flowers, red, purple, orange and white poppies, 
roses, carnations, holly-hocks, daisies and many other kinds of flowers. 
Now I must stop as we are going for a three-hour ride to the sky-line 
in an auto. Yours sincerely, . Charlotie Morris. 


My! Wouldn’t we like to share with Charlotte the 
big yard and all the beautiful flowers! And what a delight- 
ul trip she must have had on that sky-line ride. Tell us 
more about it, Charlotte. 


Washington, D. C. 
Dear Wert Wispom—I have read about the birthday party in 
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August, and also about the little prayer. Three of my brothers and 
myself have learned the little prayer, and all find help in it. Your 
little Booster, Mildred E. Ford. 
We are glad to have Mildred come to the party and 
tell us that she and her brothers have learned our little 
prayer. All the Boosters should know it. 
Selma, N. C. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing to you to ask permission if 
I may not put some puz- 
zles in you? You were 
so nice and fat last 
April, I want you to be 
fatter this month. You 
will find my puzzles on 
a separate card. Will | 
you please put them in 
you? Thank you so much. Your loving reader, 


Sarah E. Weld, (age 12). 


Here are Sarah’s picture-puzzles. Who can guess 
them? 


Buffalo, N. D. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We have started a club containing eight 
members. Their names are: Harold and Edna Sorenson, Frank 
and Othilia Matzke, Ella Kapaun, Ida Andersen and Carrie Jaspersen. 
Yours lovingly, Goop Hope Crus, Kristine Westergaard. 


What a splendid band of Boosters! There are 
enough in this Club to flood Buffalo with sunshine. 
St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—After many years of living whére there 
were no others interested in WEE Wispom and the Boosters, we are - 
here in St. Louis and attend the services of the Society of Practical 
Christianity. The children, except baby Stanley, have joined the 
Boosters and are very happy. Stanley is’ very anxious to go to 
Sunday School and he will when the new church is finished. He is 
three years old and very sweet, as all babies are. Before meals we 
return thanks silently, but he always says aloud, “God's child can't be 
sick.” Many times a day he comes to me and wants to tell me a 
“seket” and when I stoop down to hear it he whispers sometimes, 
“God's child can’t be sick,” and again, “God is love,” or “God help 
a need,” which is what he says for “God is my help in every need.” 
We all enjoy reading WEE Wispom so much. The stories and letters 
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are read eagerly, and then one each night with our bedtime stories 
and talks—and the verses are memorized too. I hope Ye Editor 


_ won't think this too long a letter, but I want to say just one more 


thing about the baby—he never would eat meat, or meat broths, nor 
eggs. We all are vegetarians now and enjoy it too. Your friend, 
Dora Clark Carter. 


Mrs. Carter has written some beautiful stories for 
WEE WiIspom in the past. 
Long Branch, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wispom—l has been a very long time since I wrote 
my last letter to you, so 1 decided I would write one for the birth- 
day number. I enjoy reading your stories very much, but was dis- 
appointed because there was only one in the July number. Some day 
I am going to send for a Booster pin. I think Roberta January's 
little prayer is very sweet. This is what I say: 
Now I lay me down to sleep; 
I know that God, his child will keep; 
I know that God, my Life, is nigh, 


I live in Him, and cannot die. 


I have said this and the last verse of Roberta's prayer every 
night for ten years. I think Dorothy's Young's “Examination Experi- 
ence” was splendid. I am anxious to read the other, too. I have 
taken WeE Wispom for a long time and have always enjoyed it. My 
daddy has met Mrs. Fillmore, and his mother goes to Unity Building 
quite often. I always enjoy Sir Tammie’s letters and Blanche’s 
corner. My little sister’s name is Blanche. I would suggest that 
Gertrude Gray of Madison, Maine, use the little poem, “Kind hearts 
are the gardens,” etc., found on page 14 of the July issue of WEE 
Wispom, as a sort of motto and take a name for her club from that. 
I hope this is not too long. Wishing you a happy birthday, I remain, 
your friend, Ruth Dean. 


Ruth’s letter is so alive with appreciation and interest, 
it makes us feel as if we were all doing something worth 


. while. 


Alden, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—May I join the Booster Club? I would 
like very much to have one of the pins. I like WEE Wispom. Yours 
truly, Dorothy Gray. 
Indeed, Dorothy may join our Booster Club! Let’s 


all tell her how welcome she is, and how glad we are to 
see her at the party. 
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Charlesion, W. Va. 

Dear Wet Wispom—I wish you a very happy birthday, and 
many returns of the day. I have known you since you were sixteen, 
and I consider you still sweeter now. One summer, when | was 
visiting my grandparents on their farm in the “rolling land of 
Michigan,” I met a lady who had once been a missionary to India. 
She told me many interesting things about the little boys and girls of 
India, and showed me ornaments and pictures of theirs. 

While I was there she dressed me up in yards and 

yards of white cloth, just like the little Hindoo girls. 

I will send the picture that was taken, and, because | 

was so tanned by the summer sun, I certainly resem- 

bled a native. I think it a grand opportunity to be able 

to live half in the city and half in the country, as I 

do. I have a flower garden and a vegetable garden 

all my own. Often I get up before it is light and listen 

to the birds utter their first, thankful morning songs. I 

keep a record of the order in which I hear them, and 

this record is kept in a dear diary with which I would not part for 
any money, and which I call “My Glad Book.” To stand at the top 
of the hill and watch the sun rise gloriously out of the mists from the 
river in the valley, makes me feel so happy and so near to the dear 
Father and his wonderful worker under him (Nature) that one crys 
as Colin in “The Secret Garden,” “I shall live forever and forever.” 
There are only rare times when one is sure of this, and the one thing 
to make him sure is to get near to his God and Mother Nature. 

Give my love to all the Wees and tell them that I wish them 
success in their Booster Clubs. I wish that I could have one, but 
as I cannot, I try to practice their rules in my home. Yours sincerely, 

Mary Belle Johnston. 
Charleston, W. Va. 
Dear Wees at Wee Wispom’'s Birthday Party: 
Since ‘time and space declare 
I may not meet you, 
I send my love and wishes— 
Thus to greet you. 
With love from, Billie Bumpus II, 
Per his Secretary, Mary Belle Johnston. 


We are glad to have Belle and Billy Bumpur with us 
once more. Billy's getting quite poetic for a canine. 
Alameda, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—Just a line from Alameda, to inform you 
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of our organization, “The Junior Center,” formed by members of 
the Home of Truth. At present the enrollment is forty members. 
We have formed a constitution, and every three months we have an 
election in which a president, vice-president, secretary, and assistant 
secretary are elected. The meetings are held every Sunday evening at 
seven fifteen, at the Home of Truth. The object of this organization 
is to provide an opportunity for the members to become better Truth 
students. We have enjoyed two picnics and a social evening, planned 
by the Center. The dues are ten cents a month, payable in advance, 
and at one time we had as much as eleven dollars and ten cents in our 
treasury, collected from dues, but part of this money was given to the 
Home of Truth as‘a love-offering. The present officers of the club 
are, Charles Wakefield, president; Bertram Castro, vice-president; 
Harry Keegan, secretary, and Ina Van Stan, assistant secretary. Hop- 
ing this letter will help other young people to realize the profit and 
pleasure to be gained by forming similar clubs, I am, yours sincerely, 
H. J. Keegan, Secretary. 


The Junior Club is to be congratulated on its size and 
orderliness, and its determination to know only the Truth. 
You see, that is really what we are all aiming at, or we 
could not be real Boosters. 

Galveston, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We are two little girls, ten years old, and 
we are starting a WEE Wispom Club. We like the Booster’s ways. 
I am the secretary and she is the treasurer, and a little crippled girl 
is going to be president. We love the motto and we are going to 
adopt it. With love, Ava Crawford and Mary Garvey. 

We welcome Ava and Mary, and will remember that 

God’s perfection is manifest in their little president. 
Togo, Sask., Canada. 
Dear Wee Wispom—We all unite in wishing you a very happy 
birthday. I am sending you a little verse. for your birthday, which I 
copied from St. Nicholas. Here it is: 


EMPTY TROUBLES 


When I blow away a bubble, 
And then gladly watch it float, 
I forget that I have trouble; 

It is like a fairy boat, 

And it’s gone in just a minute, 
For, you see, there’s nothing in it. 
Like an empty bit of nothing, 
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' Lighter than a drop of dew, 
Very often if we knew it, 
Light might shine through troubles, too. 
I hope I will not be too late to join your loving birthday party. 
Your loving Wee, Florence Wager. 


Isn’t it good of Florence to bring such a nice little 
poem to our Birthday party? Leet’s all see if we can’t see 
the light shining through our troubles, and like bubbles, 


watch them float away. 

Here’s a picture of 
Charles Oliver Ploennis in 
his Montessori School— 
the tiniest boy is he. 
Charles wants to earn a 
Booster pin, and we know 
he can do it. He lives in 
New York and goes to 
the Unity Sunday School 
there. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS | 


Lesson 7, AuGusT 13 
THE GRACE OF GIVING—II Cor. 9. 


Gotpen Text—“In all things I gave you an example that so 
laboring ye ought to help the weak, and to remember the words of the 
Lord Jesus, that he himself said, ‘It is more blessed to give than to 
receive.’ "—Acts 20:35. 

There are Divine, unchanging laws which govern our lives. If 
our lives are to be happy and rounded out as they were meant to be, 
we must learn these laws and obey them. Every thought and act 
must be in harmony with the law, if we wish always to be well and 
happy. If we disobey the law or fail to adjust ourselves to it, we will 
find lack and discontent coming into our lives. The fact that we do 
not know the law, makes no difference. We suffer just the same. So 
it is wise for all of us to learn these laws of life as quickly as possible. 


30 WEE WISDOM 
They are not new. They have always been and will always be. The 


law of giving and receiving was explained to the early Christians by 
Paul. If we give freely of our love and joy and strength, as well as 
of our money, we will receive freely. All good will flow to us. But 
if we give grudgingly or not at all, we close the door on the good 
which would otherwise come to us. That is the law. Many people 
make the mistake of grabbing for the good as though there was not 
enough to go around. By their very greediness they drive the good 
away. There is plenty of good for us all—plenty of joy and health 
as well as material comforts. In order to receive a constant supply of 
good, the door to our minds and hearts must be open. The only 
keys which will open this door are faith and loving service. If we 
are so full of loving service that we want to give of our substance, and 
if we know that God is the unlimited source of our supply, nothing 
can keep the good from us. This is what Paul meant by the grace of 
giving. 


Lesson 8, Aucust 20 
THE RIOT AT EPHESUS—Acts 19:29-41. 

GotpeEN Text—The love of money is the root of all evil.— 
I Tim. 6:10. 

This lesson follows naturally after the last, for they both have to 
do with the law of Substance. One of the phases of this law we 
studied last Sunday—we called it the law of giving and receiving. 
We might have said the law of prosperity. They are all parts of 
the same law. The lesson today is about material wealth, or money. 

Money is but one part of wealth or prosperity; the bigger and 
more important part is spiritual. An abundance of life and health 
and understanding are of much more importance than an abundance of 
money. Even from a material standpoint this is true, for without life 
and health we could not enjoy money, and without understanding, we 
would be most likely to lose it. However, money is necessary and it 
is right that we should have it along with the rest of our good. But’ 
if we go after money for its own sake, we will fail to enjoy the 
great spiritual riches, and it is not at all likely we will get much of 
the money. If we do, it will be by hard work and worry, and then 
it is liable to slip away again. Jesus said, “Seek ye first the kingdom 
of God and his righteousness and all these things shall be added unto 
you.” That is the secret of prosperity. If we seek for prosperity 
within ourselves we are taking hold by the right handle. There is no 
lasting prosperity in the outer world. It all comes from within. If 
we close our eyes and learn to look within, we are on the way to 
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prosperity. If we allow only true thoughts in our minds, and believe 
in the Spirit as our unfailing supply, we will have life and health 
and joy and all the money we need to make us happy and contented. 
This is true prosperity—steady and unfailing. 


Lesson 9, AuGust 27 
JOURNEYING TO JERUSALEM—Acts 20:16-27. 


Goitpen Text—I commend you to God, and to the word of His 
grace.—Acts 20:32. 


When Paul said goodbye to the Ephesians he said, “I commend 
you to God.” In those few words is summed up a whole philosophy of 
life. If Ye Editor allowed me only a sentence this month in which 
to give you a message, I could think of no better choice than the words 
of Paul—‘I commend you to God.’ We have learned that God is 
Spirit. We know that this Spirit is everywhere-present. We know 
that God is life, love, health and joy. In short, God is all Good. 
Now this Good is within us, waiting to be called forth. It is in all the 
world waiting for us to recognize it and take it. There is nothing but 
God or Good. If there seems to be lack it is because we are spir- 
itually blind. We cannot see the trees and flowers if our eyes are 
closed, but they are there, nevertheless. 

All we need to do to prove it, is to open our eyes. In the same 
way God or Good is always present. It is only necessary that we 
develop our spiritual sight until we can see it. We may do this by 
forming the habit of closing our eyes and looking within. In this way 
all good will come to us, so with Paul, “I commend you to God.” 

Lesson 10, SEPTEMBER 3 
PAUL’S SORROWS AND COMFORTS—II Cor. 11 :21-33. 


Gotpen Text—My grace is sufficient for thee; for my power 
is made perfect in weakness.—II Cor. 12:9. 


It is sometimes easier for people who have little material wealth 
and power, to gain the kingdom of heaven, than for those who are 
mighty in the world. The reason for this is that when we are occupied 
with outer interests, we are not apt to stop long enough to listen to the 
Voice within. Our seeming weakness often proves to be our strength.’ 
If we lack health or power in the outer world, we are more likely in | 
our desperation to turn within for help. In this way, people often | 
stumble almost accidentally on to the right track. The road to all | 
good is through the Christ within. The only lasting happiness or 
wealth comes from a knowledge of the power within, so if there 
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seems a cloud, it often proves a blessing. We are led to seek help 
from within, whereas if things were going smoothly we might not feel 
the need so urgent. All lack or shadows may serve, if we will let 
them lead us into more faith and a clearer understanding of the Truth. 
There is no weakness which may not, by applying the Law of God be 
turned into strength. 


| BLANCHE’S CORNER 


CURTIS ENTERTAINS 


I’ve got a bow and arrow, and a 
yellow parachute that. you shoot away 
up in the air, and it spreads all out, and 
comes straight down jus’ as easy. It’s 
awful pretty yellow, jus’ like a butterfly. 
I said, ““Wouldn’t it be cute if it went 
away up there an’ a tiny little fairy from 
out of the cloud would grab hold and 
ride down?” So we made up a “Not 

.a really story;”’ mother and I. 

We pretended a fairy did come down and mother said, 
“What color will her dress be?”’ an’ I said, ‘‘Pink.”” Then 
I told mother that jus’ as soon as she got here she better 
grow to be fine like I am so we could play. I thought 
maybe we better give her gravy for supper. Most folks like 
it. I do, and my dog Waffles does too. I said, “I guessed 
the little fairy girl might be ’fraid of my dog,’’ but mother 
said, “Fairies were never afraid,” "specially pink ones, for 
they are love fairies, and love is never “fraid. An’ then 

ddy came home and said, ““Who in the world is this,” 
and we told him it was a love fairy that came down on the 
yellow parachute, and daddy said we better keep her, for 
we couldn’t have too much love, so we brought her. to 
WEE WiIspDom’s party. 


Mother helped me with the story about the pink fairy, 
but I said this one by myself: 
It was a dark, cloudy night, and everybody wished it 


was bright, so I shot my arrow way up and busted the 
clouds and let the moon shine through. 
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OUR BIRTHDAY PARTY 
Mamie 


All the Wees come skipping, 
Glad and gay; 

Like honeybees, they’re sipping 
Sweets upon the way. 


Boosters come a-singing 
Songs of cheer; 

All the airs a-ringing 
With our good time here. 


Everybody’s greeting 
Everybody—-see 
Such a glorious meeting 


Of our Wisdoms Wee! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course 1 cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo. 
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AS AIR 


From theclouds the 


rain - drops fall, crys - tal clear, 


far and near, 


From the bough the 


rob -in’s_ call, 


Full of cheer, 


greets the ear. 


Free air 


Bless-ings all 


a -bout us lie; 


freeas air Praise and Prayer, Hap-pyhearts re - ply. 
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From the flowers by the way, 
Everywhere, smiling fair, 
Fragrance rises day by day, 
Rich and rare, on the air. 


i 
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Even so the careless breeze, 
As it swings, idly swings, 
In and out among the trees, 
Blessings brings, on its wings. 
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